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them on the girl's little feet herself. Natasha laughed, but
suddenly grew quiet and thoughtful.
"Once I had a nurse who was also wonderfully kind/'
she said softly. "How strange it is, Pelagea Nilovna—-
working people have such a hard, unfair life, and yet
they are kinder than those others"—indicating people far
away—very far away from her.
"What a one you are!" said Pelagea. "Without your
parents and ^11	" She sighed and was silent, unable to
give expression to her thoughts, but as she looked into
Natasha's face she again experienced that feeling of grat-
itude for something she could not define. She sat on the
floor in front of the girl, who smiled musingly with her
head bent forward.
"Without my parents?" she repeated. "That isn't im-
portant." My father is a rough man, and so is my brother.
And a drunkard besides. My elder sister is unhappy—she
married a man many years older than herself—very rich
but greedy. I feel sorry for my 'mother. She's[ a simple
woman, like you. As tiny as a mouse, and runs as fast as
a mouse and is just as afraid of everybody. Sometimes I
want to see her—oh, so badly!"
"You poor dear!" said the mother, shaking her head
sadly.
The girl quickly threw back her head and • stretched
out her hand as though pushing something away.
"Oh no! Sometimes I'm so happy—so very happy!"
Her face paled and her blue eyes flashed. She put her
hands on the mother's shoulders.
"If you only knew, if you could only understand what
a tremendous thing we are doing!" she said softly .and
impressively.
Something that was almost envy touched the heart of
Pelagea Vlassova.
"I'm too old for that. And illiterate. .," she said wist-
fully, rising from the floor*...
Pavel talked * more often now, and for a longer time,
and with more intensity. And he kept getting thinner. It

